29
more she wanted to ask her son if it could be so, but she
did not dare. With bated breath she listened to his tales
of men whom she did not understand, but who had taught
her son to say and think such dangerous things. At last
she said to him:
"It's almost morning. You better go to bed and get
some sleep."
"I'll go soon,'7 he said; then, bending down to her,
"But have you understood me?"
"Yes," she answered with a sigh. Once more the tears
flowed, and suddenly she cried, "It will be your ruin!"
He rose and crossed the room.
"Well, now you know what I am doing and where 1
go," he said. "I have told you everything. And if you love
me, I beg you not to stand in my way, Mummy."
"Oh my blessed boy!" she cried. "Maybe—maybe it
would be better if you hadn't told me."
He took her hand and pressed it tightly.
She was overwhelmed by the warmth with which he
had uttered the word "Mummy", and by that strange and
unaccustomed pressing of her hand,
"I won't," she said brokenly. "Only watch out—do
watch out!" With only the vaguest sense of what menaced
him, she added mournfully, "You keep getting thinner
and thinner."
She swept his strong, tall body with a loving glance.
"Live as you see fit—far be it from me to stand in your
way. Only one thing I ask—be careful who you talk to,
You must have the fear of people in you. They hate each
other. They live in greed and envy and like to hurt each
other. Once you begin to point your finger at them and
accuse them, they'll hate you and destroy you,"
Her son stood in the doorway listening to her anguished
words and when she had finished he smiled and said:
"You're right—people are bad. But when I learned that
there is such a thing as the truth, people seemed better,"
Again he smiled and went on, "I don't know how it came
about but when I was little I was afraid of everyone, then

